A rifle shot had been swifter,
Less trouble a sabre thrust,

But his Fate decided fever,

And each *riary JM*T as hr must*

Behind us, red in

The wavering flames rise high,
The flames of our burning grass-huts,

Against the black of t^c sky.

We hear the sound of the river,
An ever-lessening moan,

The hearts of us all turn backwards
To where he is left alone.

We sing up a little louder,

We know that we feel bereft,

We're leaving the camp together.
And only one of us left.

The only one, out of many,

And each must come to his end,
I wish I could stop this singing,

He happened to be my friend,

We're falling back from the Gomai
We're marching cm Apozai,